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Building Blocks 


by DaisyBirb 


Summary 


It takes time for a pack to settle into a new normal, and recovery is a process. Jaime doesn't 
know how to live normally anymore, but the pack is there for him. 


A series of short stories following Jaime's time with the pack, with ups and downs and in- 
betweens, as well as bonus content. Technically follows up after "Missing Pieces", but can 
be more or less read anywhere between the continuities. 


Notes 


Obhhbhh, I've been waiting to write this one since we first started this whole series. I hope 
you guys enjoy, and if you've followed us so far, thank you! I love this series a lot, and I 
honestly can't believe how invested everyone is in it. 


Stick around for the end notes for more info on what we have in store! I think it's pretty 
cool, and you guys might as well! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Jaime still doesn't quite understand just what changed. 


Ever since that day on the river bank, things with the hearthstone pack have been... Different. 


Different used to mean bad, but this is a good type of different, and he's not sure what to make of 
that. He'd woken up from the whole mess, half-expecting that it had all been a dream in the wake 
of his magical exhaustion, but the collar had still been off, and the pack had been quick to snuggle 
up to him, greeting him with friendly yips and excited licks, nearly overwhelming in their affection. 


They'd asked questions, eventually. In the way they hadn't before, they’d gotten the whole story 
out of him about his years with the hunters. 


And... Jaime had thought that would make everything worse, them knowing just what things Jaime 
had been forced to do during those years. 


Instead... 


He's not sure. 


He’s dressed, and fed, better than ever before. The wolves had even stitched new furs, a set of 
warm clothes just for him, just like the ones they all wear, and for the first time in years, not a 
single part of him hurts. 


Part of Jaime is still waiting for the other shoe to drop. Good things don't just happen, and they're 
bound to realize soon that Jaime doesn't deserve all this, after everything he's been complicit in. 


But it's hard to stay on guard when he's being treated like... 


Like he isn't a dangerous mage who's imprisoned their kind before. Like he isn't bound to hurt them 
as soon as he loses control again, after so many years in a collar. 


Like pack, almost. 


"Jaime!" one of the young pups, Milly, shrieks, running head-first in his direction, fronting a 


gaggle of even smaller kids. 


He finds his gaze snapping to the closest wolves, assessing for a reaction, but once more, they don't 
even gaze his way, just as they haven't the last few times this happened. And that's really the heart 
of things. Everything else, he could write off, but a pack would never trust their young around an 
enemy. 


“Jaime! Jaime!” all of them call over top of each other, seconds before they bound into him with all 
the exuberance of a bunch of young, healthy pups, and only Jaime bracing himself to catch them 
when they crash stops him from being knocked over. 


As it is, he suddenly has a lap-full of excited puppies, looking up at him with huge, round eyes, and 
can't help the bloom of fondness taking root in his chest. 


"Jaime," Milly screams from the top of the pack, way too loud for how close she is, "Dima said 
that if we ask nicely, you might do a magic trick for us!" 


"Can you show us something magic, pleasepleaseplease, Jaime?" 


"Do the sparks! I wanna see the sparks again!" 


"I wanna see magic!" 


It's so hard to stay on guard, when a chuckle wants to bubble out at the thought of Dimitri's face, 
having to deal with the children's energy, and deciding to sic them on him instead. 


When it's so easy to relax into the rhythm of life here. 


When it's so hard to suppress a smile as magic flows, unrestrained, into his fingertips, and instead 
of angry snarls, it's met with expressions of wander, and the pups all jump at the sight of 
effervescent bubbles floating on the wind right above their heads. 


It's a small party trick, barely a trickle from the abundant well of magic now inside of him, but the 
pups are absolutely enchanted, jumping up and shifting midair to snap fanged jaws around the 


floating bubbles. 


And this is also easy. Leaning back onto one arm, it’s easy to relax. It takes barely a thought to 
make a gentle breeze swipe the bubbles higher up, making the pups huff and yipp at the new 
challenge. 


They run all around, chasing the bubbles, with all the air of apex predators chasing after their prey, 
and all the precision of new-born fawns tripping over their own limbs. 


Older wolves stop in their tracks, watching the display with indulgent smiles and stifled chuckles, 
not a single worried glance in sight. 


The feeling that Jaime has no place here still lingers with a bitter taste. His soul and hands are 
tainted by too many years of darkness to have any place in a world this bright. But... he could 
carve himself a place in the shadows lingering on the very edges. Gazing into the light of this 
world, Jaime could learn to be happy, maybe. 


While he loses himself in thought, the display of bubbles is slowly culled down until only one 
remains. He twitches his fingers with barely a thought, sending a breeze to push the bubble higher 
as the little beasts all pile up beneath it to get the last kill. 


They’ re all climbing on top of each other, pushing one another down to be the first one up while 
the bubble floats easily just out of their reach. Another breeze takes it away, forcing the pups to 
give chase, and Jaime’s lips twitch into the barest of smiles, watching as they trip over each other 
in their haste to follow. 


The bubble shows no care. 


Milly makes it to the front of the pack, snapping her jaws in playful fight at the pups trying to 
piggyback her. Before he knows it, the pile turns into a scuffle, with the smaller pups all jumping 
on top of a grounded Milly, growling playfully as they work together to get her to concede. 


With the benefit of a few whole months over them at her back, Milly quickly turns the tables, 
batting at the little ones until all of them skitter away. Happy barks fill the clearing, Milly jumping 
up and down in glee at her victory. 


The bubble floats higher, mostly forgotten by now. 


The warmth of contentment blooms stronger. 


It’s such an easy use of his powers, Jaime barely needs to think about it, but it made someone so 
happy. He hadn’t thought he’d get to use his magic this way ever again. 


So when the breeze dies down, and the bubble loses height, popping away on the tip of Milly’s 
nose, her baffled expression is priceless. 


And suddenly, Jaime can’t help the pearl of laughter bubbling to the surface. 


It’s the first time in years that something ever felt this easy. He throws his head back, laughing 
unrestrained at the adorable confusion on the pup’s face, and it feels like a shackle falling undone. 
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Dimitri stops on his way to the seamsters’ tent, going to check on some of the furs he’d brought for 
Jaime, when he comes upon the playing pups. 


The pack all love the pups to death, but the little beasts are menaces even on a good day, and it’s 
rare that nothing gets broken in the wake of the little ones’ exuberance. Nobody had quite expected 
just how good Jaime would be with them, given the man’s soft-spoken countenance, but he always 
seems the most at ease when he’s surrounded by the little ones. 


He watches the pups run around, their chaos quite magically contained to one clearing, but more 
than that, he watches Jaime, more relaxed than he ever is around the older pack members, as his 
lips pull up into what could almost be a smile. There’s a sense of ease around the man that’s 
always missing when he’s dealing with the pack, but the pups have proven adept at drawing out of 
him. 


It was an unspoken decision to put him—unofficially, of course—in charge of the pups. And if it 
happened to solve two problems at once, well, that was just efficient. 


The pups seem happy, chasing each other around, and Jaime’s subtle nudging of things is nearly 
masterful. None of the official puppy wranglers have ever had that easy a time keeping the pups in 
one place. 


He wouldn’t have thought it, a few months ago, but the pack feels happier since Jaime first joined 
them. If only the mage himself were able to see as much. 


He watches, enchanted, as the pups go from chasing bubbles to play-fighting each other, as a sense 
of peace comes over the clearing and all the people watching over the scene. 


He watches Milly stand victorious in the middle of the clearing, making her little happy barks as 
she jumps in the air, and then freeze in her tracks as the bubble pops on her snout. 


But the sound that catches his ears in the wake of the startled silence is so unexpected, for a 
second, Dimitri isn’t sure what he’s hearing. 


His head snaps around to the source—to Jaime, still sitting on the edge of the clearing, laughter 
clear and unrestrained in a way they’ve never heard. Jaime’s voice is hoarse around the unfamiliar 
sound, but his entire face lights up with the smile pulling at his cheeks, and it’s beautiful. 


The weight of the world seems to lift off of Jaime’s shoulders. He looks, for the first time, 
completely happy. 


And, when his eyes meet those of all his other gathered packmates, Dimitri vows to make this sight 
a much more frequent one, whatever that might take. 


End Notes 


Jaime! My baby! Finally getting to be happy! I know, I'm as surprised as you all are! 


Big thanks to my best friend for the drawing of Jaime! I've been waiting to drop this for so 


long, you guys have no idea! I'm so excited to finally have it out there, I hope you all love it 
as much as I do! 


Now that the Official Art(tm) is released, head on over to my Tumblr, because I'm gonna 
put up an interest check in some more art-related content, to see where we take it next, and 
it's all going to hinge on your replies! I can't put this information on Ao3, so make sure to 
look out for the post I'll be putting up soon! 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


